The moft lamentable T ragedie 

Demetrius, with Aron the More, and others as many as can 
be, then ft downe the Coffin, and him fp takes. 

Titus. Haile Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds, 
LoastheBarkc thathath difehargd his fraught, 
Retumeswithpretious ladingto the bay, 

Prom whence at fir It thee wayd her anchorage; 

Commeth zA ndronicus , bound with Lawrell bowes. 

To rcfa'.ute his Countric with his tearcs, 

Tearcsot true ioy for hi s rcturne to Rome, 

1 hou great detender ot this Capitol', 

Stand gratious to t he rights that we entend. 

%omaines , q\. fiueand twenty valiant fonnes, 

Halle of the number that king Triam had. 

Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead: 

Theic thatliiruiue , let Rome reward withloue: 

T hefethat 1 bring vnto thetr lateflhome, 

Withbu ia lamongft their aunceftors. 

Here Cjothcs haus giuen me icaucto (heath my fwor 
Titus vnkinde.and tarclcs of thineowne, 

Why lufi erll thou thy fonn cs vnburied yet. 

To houer on the dreadful! thereof ftix. 

Make way tolay them by their brethren. 

T hsy open ( be Tombe ♦ 

There? re etc in filenceas the dead are wont, 

A nd ficepe in peace/iaine in your Countries warres: 

O lacred Receptacle of my ioyes, 

Swcete Cell of vert ue and Nobilitie, . 

How manyfonnes haft theu of mineinftore, 

That thou wilt neuer render to me more, , r s s 

Lucius. Giuevs the prowdeif prifooer of the > ■ 

That we may hew his limbs and on a pile, 

%Ad manus fratrum, facrifice hi $ flefh : 

Before this earth v prifon of their boanes, 

That fo the fhadowsbc not vnappeazde, , 
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^or^edifturbdcvrjth prodegjes on earth . 

Tam. 1 giucliim you the Nobleft thatfuruiues, 
Theeldcft fonne of this dillreflcd Quecne . (nvr*^ 
Tamora. Stay Romaine brethren, grjtious Cor.que-* 
Vi(Torions7//JV/,rue the tearcs I fired, 

A mothers teares in pafli >n for her fonn er^- 
A nd if thy fonnes were euer dearc to thee, 

Oh thinke my fonne tobc as dcarc to nrec. 
Sufticethnotthatwc are brought to Rome 
T'o beautific thy triumphs, and rcturne 
Captiuc to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake: 

Butmuft my fonnes beflaughtered in thcHrects v 
For valiant dooings in their Comitriescaufc? 

O if tofight for king and common-wcale, 

VVercpietiein thine, it it inthefe: 
t/lndrtm cus, ftainc not th)' tombe with bloud. 

Wilt thou draw necrc the nature of the Gods? 

Draw ncere them then in being mcrcifull, 

Sweetc mercie is Nobilities true badge, 

Thrice N oblc Titus, (pure my firft bornefonne, 

Titus, Patient your felfeMadam,and pardon me, 
Thefe are their brcthren,whom yout Cothts beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their brethren flame, 

Rcligioufly they askea facrifice: 

T o this your fonne is markr.and diehemuft, 

T’appcafe their groning fliadowes that are gone. 

Lucius. Away with him,and make a fire Hraight, 

And with our fwords vpon a pilcof wood. 

Lets hew his limbs till they bccleaneconfumde. 

Exit Titus fenues with sllarbus. 

Tamer*. O cruell irrcligeous pietie. 

Chiron. Was neuer Sytliia halfe fo barbarous. 

Demetrius. Oppofc not Sy thia to i mbitious Rcxrc, 
Alar bus goes to reft andwefuruiue. 

To tremble vndcr Titus threatninglooke, 

B Then 
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